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THE PRODIGAL SON.

Pretty Millinery Confec-

tions Displayed in Paris
, The Hats of the Season Are But Masses of
V Brilliant Colorings '

Creat Fame of a Creat Medicine
Won by Actual Merit.

Th fame of Hood's Sarsaparilla has been
won oy ths good it has done to tnose who
were suffering from disease. Its cures have
excitd wonder and admin tion. It ha
caused thousands to rejoice in the enjoy-
ment of good health, and it will do you the
aume good it has done otheia. It will expel
from your blood all impurities; will give you
a good appetite and make you strong and
vigorous. It is just the medicine to help
you now. when your system ia in need of a
tonic and invigorator.

Indigestion "After suffering sis
months from indigestion, headache, ner-
vousness and impure blood. I began taking
Hood's Sarsaparilla, and when I had taken
six bottles I was well." Fank Nolen, Oak-
land. Ills.

the present time one would scarcely
think that anything so decidedly Eng-
lish as these charming little hats could
be fashionable in Paris, but they are.
They are to-da- y quite as popular as
they ever were in England, and if you
want to get an expensive one, just ask
for one made in England, and the price
will be high enough to suit you. At
the same time, these hats made right
here in Paris may be bought quite
cheaply.

Large toques are coming more and
more into fashion, and are taking the
place of the large hat. I saw a lovely
one the other day, and it is to adori.
the head of a young bride when she
goes away. It was a pale gray, some-
what fiat at the sides, and had pale
gray wings covered with gray tullo,

many faults of his own, was merciless
in his criticism of the younger broth-
er. ' The only perfect peopte that I
have ever known were utterly obnox-
ious. I was never so badly cheated in
my life as by a perfect man. He got
so far up in his devotions that he was
clear up above all the rules of com-
mon honesty. These men that go
about prowling among prayer meet-

ings and in places of business, telling
how good they are look out for
them; keep your hand on your pock-
etbook! I have noticed that just in
proportion as a man gets good he gets
humble. The deep Mississippi does
not make as much noise as the brawl-

ing mountain rivulet. There has
been many a store that has had more
goods in the show window than in-

side on the shelves.
This man of the text

stood at the corner of the house hug-
ging himself in admiration. We hear
a great deal in our day about the
higher life. Now, there are two kind's
of higher life men. The one is ad-

mirable, and the other is most re-

pulsive. The one kind of higher life
man is very lenient in his criticism of
others, does not bore prayer meetings
to death with long harangues, does
not talk a great deal about himself,
but much about Christ and Heaven,
gets kindlier and more gentle and
more useful until one day his1 soul
spreads and he flies away to
eternal rest, and everybody mourns
his departure. The other higher life
man goes around with a Bible conspic-
uously under his arm, goes from
church to church, a sort of general
evangelist, is a sort of nuisance to his
own pastor when he is at home and
a nuisance to other pastors when he
is away from home, runs up to some
man who is counting out a roll of
bank bills or running up a difficult line
of figures and asks him how his soul
is, makes religion a dose of ipec acu-anh- a.

Standing in a religious meet-

ing making an address, he has a pat-
ronizing way, as though ordinary
Christians were clear away down be-

low him, so he had to talk at the top
of his voice in order to make them
hear, but at the same time encourag-
ing them to hope on that by climbing
many years they may after awhile
come up within sight of the place

- ,li. : . i.. . . .....

Again, 1 remark that the aenlot
brother of my text stands f the spir-
it of envy and jealousy. The senior
brother thought that all the honor
they did to the returned brother was
a wrong to him. He said: "I have
staid at home, and I ought to have had
the ring, and I ought to have had the
banquet, and I ought to have had the
garlands." Alas for this spirit of envy
and jealousy coming down througth the
ages! Cain and Abel, Esau and Jacob,
Saul and David, Haman and Mordecai,
Othello and lago, Orlando and Angel-
ica, Caligula and Torquatus, Caesar
and Pompey, Columbus and the Span-
ish courtiers, Cumbyses and the broth-
er he slew because he was a better
marksman, Dionysius and Philoxenius,
whom he elew because he was a betted
Binger. Jealousy among painters,
Closterman and Geoffrey Kneller, Hud-
son and Reynolds. Francia, anxious to
see a picture of Raphael, Raphael sends
him a picture. Francia, seeing it, falls
n a fit of jealousy, from which he dies.

Jealousy among authors. How seldom
contemporaries 6peak of each otherl
Xenophon and Plato living at the same
time, but from their writings you never
would suppose they heard of each oth-
er. Religious jealousies. The Moham-
medans praying for rain during a
drought; no rain coming. Then the
Christians begin to pray for rain, and
Ihe rain comes. Then the Mohamme-
dans met together to account for this,
and they resolved that God was so well
pleased with their prayers He kept the
drought on so as to keep them praying,
but that the Christians began to pray,
and the Lord was so disgusted with
their prayers that He sent rain rigiht
away, so he would not hear any more
of their supplication.

A wrestler was so envious of Theog-cne- s,

the prince of wrestlers, that ha
could not be consoled in any way;
and after Theogenes died and a statue
was lifted to him in a public place
his envious antagonist went out every
night and wrestled with the statue,
until one night he threw it, and it
fell on him and crushed him to death.
So jealousy is not only absurd, 'but it
is killing to the body, and it is kill-

ing to the soul. How seldom it is you
find one merchant speaking well of a
merchant in the same line of business.
How seldom it is you hear a physician
speaking well of a physician on the
same block. Oh, my friends, the world
is large, enough for all of us. Let us
rejoice at the success of others.

Besides that, if we do not get as
much honor and as much attention as
others, we ought to congratulate our-

selves on what we escape in the way
of assault. The French general riding
on horseback at the head of his troopa
heard a soldier complain and say: "It
ia very easy for the general to command
us forward while he rides and we walk."
Then the general dismounted and com-

pelled the complaining soldier to get
on the horse. Coming through a ra-

vine, a bullet from a sharpshooter
struck the. rjcler, ajiheJeJldeacJ.The
the general Baid: "How much safer it
is to walk than to ride!"

Once more I have to tell you that
this senior brother of my text stands
for the pouting Christian. While there
is so much congratulation within doors,
the hero of my text stands outside,
the corners of his mouth drawn down,
looking as he felt miserable. I am
glad his lugubrious physiognomy did
not spoil the festivity within. How
many pouting Christians there are in
our day Christians who do not like the
music of the churches, Christians who
do not like the hilarities of theyounjj
pouting, pouting, pouting at soeiciy,
pouting at the fashions, pouting at the
newspapers, pouting at the church,
pouting at the government, pouting at
High Heaven. Their spleen is too lurge,
their liver does not work, their diges-
tion is broken down. There are two
cruets in the caster always sure to be
well supplied vinegar and red pepper!
Oh, come away from that mood. Stir
a little saccharin into your disposition
While you avoid the dissoluteness of the
younger son, avoid also the irascibility

farther the season advancesTHE stronger grows the demand
for new clothes. Much as the

mowers come forth in the springtime
comes this annual desire for the latest
and most fashionable in the way of
feminine garments and I doubt not
but that the masculine gender have
much the same desire. We are ever

ready to follow the beauuful example
of Nature when she breaks out in all
the splendor of her green freshness.
It is this freshness of nature that seems
to bring discredit upon our winter
garments, and causes the feminine
heart to wish for the lovely toilettes of
the spring season.

Consequently the quest for the new
gown, the new hat, the new jacket and
the various etceteras of the toilette

THREE CHARMING HATS OF

is still the most enthralling occupation
of the moment, though Easter Sunday
has already come and gone.

There are lovely gowns, and lovely
fliats, and lovely jackets, and all the
other feminine apparel, but just now
it is of the hats that I intend to write.
"That is, I will write of hats provided
1 can keen mv mind awav from the

fcJiigh to give you x, fair idea orjust
a few of th'S hats tlrat are being worn
and shown in the shops of Paris during
these early exposition days.

The grea t fair was not completed on
the opening day; the carpenters were
still busy about the unfinished build-

ings; exhibitors were hurrying here
and t!ie re i an effort to place their
displays in the best possible condition
at the earliest possible moment, but
to the feminine visitor Paris need lose
none of its interest because of this
lack of completion of the exposition. If
they will only do as I have to do
and I assure you it is a very pleasant
occupation for any woman and accept
the Eights offered by the great shops
in lieu of those which are not yet
ready at the exposition grounds, they
will be well repaid for their time. As
for the men folks well, they should
take delight in the enjoyment of the
ladies.

But as for these hats. They are
very gay in Paris this season, and the
large windows given up to their dis-

play are great masses of brilliant color- -
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Dr. Talmage Preaches a Sermon
About the Elder Brother, i

Lcs-no-n of the Parable He Dcnoanefej
fend Lack of

Sympathy (or the Fallea
and Unfortunate.

Copyright, 1000, by Juis Klopsch.J

In this discourse Dr. Talmage
pleads for a hearty reception to'aJl
those who have dona wrong and waat
to get back, while the unsympathetic
and self --righteous are excoriated;
text, Luke 15:8, "And lie was angry
and would not go in." it

Many times have I been asked ,to
preach a sermon about the elder
brother of the parable. I received1 a
letter from Canada saying: "Is the
elder son of the parable so unsympa-
thetic and so cold that he is not
worthy of recognition?" The fact is
that we ministers pursue the young-
er son. You can hear the flapping of
his rags in many a sermonic breeze
and the eranching of the podsTfor
which he was an unsuccessful con-

testant. I confess that it has been
diflicult for me to train the camera
obseura upon the elder son of the par-
able. I could not get a negativefor
a photograph. There was not enough
light in the gallery, or the chemicals
were too poor, or the sitter moved
in the picture. But now I thinky I
have him, not a side face or a three-quarter- s

or the mere bust, but a full
length portrait as he appears to-i- e.

The father in the parable of the prod-
igal had nothing to brag of in his two
sons. The one was a rake and the
other a churl. I find nothing admira-
ble in the dissoluteness of the one,
and I find nothing attractive in the
acrid sobriety of the other. The one
goes down over the larboard side, Bhd
the other goes down over the star-
board side, but they both go down.

From all the windows of the old
homestead bursts the minstrelsy, The
floor quakes with the feet of the rus-

tics, whose dance is always vigorous
and resounding. The neighbors have
heard of the return of the younger
son from his wanderings, and they
have gathered together. The house
is full of congratulators. 1 suppose
the tables are loaded with luxuries,
not only the one kind of meat men-

tioned, but its concomitants. "Clap!"
go the cymbals. "Thrum!" go the
harps, "Click!" go the chalices, up
and down go the feet inside, while
outside is a most soriy spectacle.

The senioi son stands at the corner
of the houst , a frigid phlegmatic. lie
has just come in from the fields in
very substantial apparel. Seeing some
wild exhilarations' around, the old

iv wiih a; coatskra or wine' on:. firs
shoulder what all the fuss Is about.
One would have thought that, on
hearing that his younger brother had
got ba(.'k, he would have gone into the
house and rejoiced, and, if he were
not conscientiously opposed to danc-

ing, that he would have joined the ori-

ental schottish. No, there he stands.
His brow lowers; his face darkens;
his lip curls with contempt. He
stamps the ground with indignation;
he sees nothing at all to attract. The
odors of the feast, coming out on the
air, do not sharpen his appetite.
The lively music does not put any
spring into hi3 sfvp. He is in a ter-
rible pout, He criticises the expense,
the injustice and the morals of the
entertainment. The father rushes out
bareheaded and coaxes him to come
in. He will not go in. He scolds the
father. He goes into a pasquinade
against tht; younger brother, and he
makes the most uncomely scene. He
3ays: "Father, you put a premium
on vagabondism. I staid at horns and
worked on the farm. You never made
a party for me; you didn't so much
as kill a kid. That wouldn't have cost
half as much as a calf; but this scape-
grace went off in line clothes, and he
comes back not fit to be seen, and
what a time you make over him! He
breaks your heart, and you pay him
for it. That calf, to which we have
been giving extra feed during all
these weeks, wouldn't be so fat and
sleek if I had known to what use you
were going to put it. That vagabond
deserves to be cowhided instead of
banqueted. Veal i3 too good for
him." That evening, while the young-
er son sat telling his father about his
adventures and asking about what
had occurred on the place since his
departure, the senior brother goes to
bed disgusted and slams the door
after him. That senior brother still
lives. You can see him any Sunday,
any day of the week. At a meeting
of ministers in Germany some one'
asked the question: "Who is that
elder son?" and Krum-nache- r an-
swered: "I know him; I saw him yes-

terday." And when they insisted
upon knowing whom I meant he said:
"Myself; when I saw the account of
the conversion of a most obnoxious
man I was irritated."

First, this senior brother of the
tett stands for the

man. With the same breath in which
he vituperates against hin younger
brother he utters a panegyric fqr
himself. The man of
my text, "nice every other
man, was full of faults. He was an
ingrate, for he did not appreciate the
home blessings which he had ail those
years. He was disobedient, for when
the father told him to come in he
staid out. He was a liar, for he said
that the recreant son had devoured
his father's living, wlwn the father, ao
far from being reduced to penury,
had a homestead1 left, had instruments
of music, had jewels, had & mansion,
and Instead of being a pauper, was a
print, l&ia senior brother, with so

REMEMBER

Hood's Sarsaparilla
la America's Greatest Medicine.

A Pretty Old Horse.
Rev. Frank Gunsaulus at. one time be-

lieved that his parish work would be mad
much easier for him if he possessed a horse
on which to ride from pku to place, so he
determined to purchase one. Now what
Rev. Mr. Gunsaulus didn't know. about a, ..V.. u n i t

w a o v, iiuuiuiui aiu&gc iuiuiuc, uiiu ao uiigu.have been expected he fell into the hands of
the philistines. He saw nothing wrong with
the horse, however. He had told the man of
whom he bought it that he was not used to
riding, and so wanted a quiet animal, and ia
this respect, at least, the horse fully came
up to the requirements. One day Rev. Mr.
Gunsaulus' father came to visit him, and
the horse was proudly shown to him. Gun-
saulus pore looked the horse over carefully.

"Well, Frank," he said, at last, "he isn t
much on looks, is he?"

"No," answered Frank, "but then, you
know, father, the Saviour rode a horse that
was anything but handsome."

same horse." Cincinnati Enquirer.

Naturally a man commences to go to ths
dogs whtMi he begins to growl. Chicago
Democrat.
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There Is every good
reason why

St. Jacobs Oil
should cure
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ABSOLUTE

SECURITY.

Genuine

Carter's
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of

See Fac-Sim- Wrapper Below.

Tery small and as easy
to take as sagas.

FOB HEADACHE.

CARTERS FOR DIZZINESS.

FOR BILIOUSNESS.

FOR TORPID LIVER.

LLS. FCR CONSTIPATION.I PI
FOR SALLOW SKIN.
FOR TSiE COMPLEXION

js cVrrt Purely TegetaWe.

CURE SICK HEADACHE.

W. L. DOUGLAS
S3 & 3.S0 SHOES "

Worth $4 to $6 compared.wun oiner manes. IS 1Indorsed by over
1,000,000 wearers. I

ml dtY Tlit aenutne have W. L. I

Douglas nam and price I

stamped on bottom. Takes
no substitute elaimed to be
as good. Your dealer
should keen them if ,

not. we will send a rait'
on receipt of price and irc.
extra for carriage. State kind of leather,
sise, and width, plain or cap toe. Cat. free.

FAST

MHtmEri W. L 00UGU3 SHOE CO., Brockton, Mass.

Mrs. C. T. Harding, Cynwyd, Pa.
(nsar Philadelphia), wrote April l&t,
xgoo: " I have been using

Palmer's Lotion
lor 20 years for my

HAlft AND EYES
and other ailments. It is the beat
friend I hare."

Lotion Soap
Prevents and assists in caring all aUa
troubles. At Druggists only. '

I CENT Pr.Sq. Ft
Including rfapa uid "auhatieutaa for Plutjir.

tllU.I tUMtflM WWfaali

where he now stands. I tell you plain
ly that a roaring, roistering, bouncing
sinner is not so repulsive to me as
that higher life malformation. The
former may repent; the latter never
gets over his pharisaism. The young-
er brother of, the- parable came back,
but the senior brother stands outside
entirely oblivious to his own delin-

quencies and deficits, pronouncing his
own eulogium. Oh, how much easier
it is to blame others than to blame
ourselves! Adam blamed Eve, Eve
blamed the serpent, the senior brother
blamed the younger brother, and none
of them blamed themselves.

Again, the senior brother of my text
iapAufojC all, those naa.arejaithlesBJ

about tne reformation oi wie aissipaiea
and the dissolute. In the very tones of
his voice you can hear the fact that he
has no faith that the reformation of the
younger son is genuine. His entire man-
ner seems to say: "That boy has come
back for more money. He got a third
of the property; now he has come back
for another third, ne will never be
contented to stay on the farm. He will
fall away. I would go in too and rejoice
with the others if 1 thought this thing
were genuine; but it is a sham. That
boy is a confirmed inebriate and debau-
chee." Alas, my friends, for the
incredulity in the church of Christ in
regard to the reclamation of the rec-
reant! You say a man has been a strong
drinker. I say, "Yes, but he has re-

formed." "Oh," you say, with a lugu-
brious face, "I hope you are not mis-

taken; I. hope you are not mistaken."
You say: "Don't rejoice too much over
his conversion, for soon he will be un-

converted, I fear. Don't make too big
a party for that returned prodigal or
strike the timbrel too loud; and, if
you kill a calf, kill the one that is on the
commons and not the one that has been
luxuriating in the paddock." That is
the reason why more prodigals do not
come home to their father's house. It
is the rank infidelity in the church of
God on this subject. There is not a
house on the streets of Heaven that
has not in it a prodig&l that returned
and staid home. There could be un-

rolled before you a scroll of a hundred
thousand names the names of prodi-
gals who came back forever reformed.
Who was John Bunyan? A returned
prodigal. Who was Richard Baxter?
A returned prodigal. Who was George
Whitefield, the thundercr? Areturned
prodigal. And I could go out in all the
aisles of this church to-da- y and find on
either side those who, once far astray
for many years, have been faithful,
and their eternal salvation is as sure
as though they had been ten years
in Heaven. And yet seme of you have
not enough faith in their return.

An invalid went to South America
for his health and one day sat sun-
ning himself on the beach when, he
saw something crawling up the beach,
wriggling toward him, and he was af-

frighted. He thought it was a wild
beast or a reptile, and he took his pis-
tol from his pocket. Then he saw it
was not a wild beast. It wa3 a man,
an immortal man, a man made in God's
own image, and the poor wretch
crawled up to the feet of the invalid
and asked for strong drink, and the In-

valid took his wine flask from his
pocket and gave the poor wretch some-

thing to drink, and then under the
stimulus hn rose up and gave his his-

tory. He had been a merchant in Glas-
gow, Scotland. He had gone down un-

der the Bower of strong drink until he
was so reduced in poverty that he was
living in a Iwat just off the beach.
"Why," said the invalid, "I knew a
merchant in Glasgow once, a merchant
of such and such a name." And the
poor tvr:tch straightened himself and
said: "I an that man!" "Let him
tha't thlnket he atandeth take freed
lest he laU.'- -

and in the center was a handsome
nierre de Rtrasse buckle. Under the

me narrowest pate uiyt Tivti.
The traveling dress, to match, was

very charming. It was of gray cloth
with embroidery of raised roses,
through which peeped a background of
pale blue miroir velours.

But there I go running off into
gowns, as I rather expected 1 should.
Now I will go back to the hats again
and give a few descriptions of some of
the lovely ones that I have seen.

One of these Parisian confections
was of a fancy tuscan straw in shell
pink, the brim lined with drawn black
net, and a huge rosette of the same
airy fabric wired into stiffness, and
edged with pink satin baby ribbon. Ex-

quisitely shaded wall flowers in masses
at the front.

A bewildering picture hat on the
large toque order is of blue crinoline.
The brim of this hat has a full frill of
black lace, which falls over the edge.
A wreath of large yellow roses placed
around the crown and their green
foliage entirely covers the top.

A hat of a striking white fancy braid
covered with line black lace. The brim

is raised in front on a deep bandeau,
on which is arranged a bunch of red
rosea, with a bunch of red and white
roses on the crown. Narrow black vel-

vet ribbon strings tied in a coquet-
tish bow at one side.

A novel, yet pretty, hat is made of
a vivid red braid, with fancy white
braid around the edge. It is caught
on the top with a large pearl buckle
that hofds the front and back brim to-

gether. A pompon of vivid red silk at
one side, with the end of the silk run-nin- g

through the buckle, and fastened
at the back with small loops.

BADIE MERBITT.

To Make Garbage Hear?.
Bridgeport (Conn.) contractors are

ehargsd .with.' adulterating garbage
with water and marble dust in order
to make it weigh more and thus In-

ert! se their pay for removing It.

auu the petulance and the pouting
spirit of the elder son, and imitate the
father, who had embraces for the re-

turning prodigal and coaxing words
for the splentic malcontent.

Ah, the face of this pouting elder son
is put before us in order that we might
better see the radiant and forgiving
face of the Father. Contrasts are
mighty. The artist, in sketching the
field of Waterloo years after the battle,
put a dove in the mouth of the cannon.
Raphael, in one of his cartoons, beside
the face of a wretch put the face of a

happy and innocent child. And so the
sour face of this irascible and disgusted
elder brother is brought out in order
that in the contrast we might better
understand the forgiving and radiant
face of God. That is the meaning of it

that God is ready to take back any-
body that is sorry, to take him clear
back, to take him back forever and for-

ever and forever,-t- o take him back with
a loving hug, to put a kiss on his parched
lip, a ring on his bloated hand, an easy
shoe on his chafed foot, a garland on
his bleeding temples and heaven in his
soul. Oh, I fall flat on mercy I Come,
my brother, and let us get down into
the dust, resolved never to rise until
the Father's forgiving hand shall lift us!

Oh, what a God we havel Bring your
doxologies.' Come, earth and Heaven,
and join in the worship. Cry aloud'
Lift the palm branches! Do you not
feel the Father's arm around youi
neck? Do you not feel the warm breath
of your Father against your cheek?
Surrender, younger son! Surrender,
elder son,! Surrender, all!. Go in to-

day and sit down at the banquet Tak
a slice of the fatted calf, and afterward,
when you are seated, with one hand in
the hand of the returned brother and
Ihe other hand in the hand of the rtf
oincing father, let your heart beat

time to the clapping of the cymbal and
the mellow voice of the flute. It is m
that we. should .make merry and 'o

glad, for th'v thy brother, was deal
aud is alive again; lie wa loat end H

toond.

TWO OF THE 8UMMER CONFECTIONS.

trigs. Nearly every one of them is
piled with bright tulle and enormous
flowers, much more so than last year.
Then, too, there is the vine and feath-er- ,

both of them favorite decorations.
' Th paradise feathers, with their bright
.colorings, are a prominent feature of
many, of the most elaborate of the
tats one Bees, and it is enough to make
the poor woman whose pocketbook
"will not permit such extravagance
turn green with envy just to gaze at

. ithem.
But there is another fancy In bats

Sn Paris, and to me it is a peculiar one.
that is having quite as great a run as
these heavily trimmed hats with their
expensive trimmings that is within

, ireacli of the poorer classes.' Itc'fer to
ithe fad for the English sailor hats.
'With all the bluster that the French

- people are making about England at


